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Slow An’ Easy 


Author's Notes: 
| was listening to ‘Slow An’ Easy' by Whitesnake and this just.. kind of happened. It's been a very long time since 
| was last able to write full on sexy times, but I'm really happy with it~! 


Partially for Jae, thank you for all your support and love~! Also partially inspired by this picture of our 
favorite Foxy bassist: 


https://cdndiscordapp.com/attachments/426928041990553602/ 143394065420386304/unknownpng 


"The full moon is gonna fall on Friday the thirteenth this month," John said as he folded up a newspaper he'd 
been looking over. "Good news is the weather is supposed to be good the rest of the week, so we can visit the 
park tomorrow with Fitz if you'd like." Carelessly the paper was dropped on Keith, who had been sprawled out 
on their bed. 


"You thinkin’ it's gonna mean bad luck?" Keith took hold of the newspaper and flipped through it to find the 
comics. When he discovered someone had already taken out the page, he'd tossed the paper off the edge of 
the bed and made a mental note to add it to the fireplace later that night. 


"Mmh... | don't know," John shrugged as he lingered at the threshold that separated their bedroom from the 
master bathroom. He hadn't given it all that much thought; the coincidence gave him more amusement than 


anything else. "| suppose some people believe it," he added while switching on the light. 


"Yeah, but do you believe it?" Keith asked after he'd gotten up and stretched. Rather than drop the subject, he 
chose to follow his better half and continue pestering him. 


"Maybe? I've never given it too much thought." John studied his own reflection in the large, ornate mirror that 
spanned the length of the sink's counter. Ohh dear lord he looked horrible. When was the last time he'd washed 
his hair? Or dyed it, for that matter. The blonde roots were starting to show through more than he would 
have liked. 


"Not much thought?" The idea of two superstitions colliding entertained Keith an endless amount. While he didn't 
believe in bad luck, or good luck for that matter, he enjoyed tormenting people who did. 


"No, not really." John's fingers threaded through his messy hair and flinched when he came across a tangle 


that couldn't be easily worked out. 


"You've got a superstitious mind.. and | don't mind!" Keith grinned as he watched the bassist fuss over his 


appearance. 
I'm not superstitious," John retorted with an eye roll. 


"Says the man who tossed salt over his shoulder after he knocked the salt shaker over." Keith took on a 


playfully accusatory tone. 
Its a habit | picked up from my mum." 


"and who quickly changed his course after seeing a black cat on the other side of the road" Okay, that was a 
poor example. Keith had a pair of black cats, and John didn't mind them. 


"| got mixed up, it wasn't the right way. You didn't even know which way we were going" And as if he had read 
his other half's mind, John shifted his gaze to the left of him where Keith stood. "Besides, you know | like 
Nancy and Ann. They're the only ones | can tolerate." 

" „aaannnddd you refused to walk under a ladder." 

"Its a bad idea to do that, anyway. It could fall" 


‘Its alright, Johnny. | still love you, superstitious or not" Keith patted his bandmate's shoulder reassuringly. 


"l ain't superstitious," John argued, shrugging the hand away. "Now drop it, Moonie, or else I'm gonna push you 


out the door and lock it" John turned his attention back to the mirror and picked up his favorite brush, which 
Keith immediately made a grab for. 


"What if | smashed this mirror, Johnny?" Keith had easily gotten the brush out from John's grip, and made a 
dramatic display of drawing back, as if to throw it at the reflective glass. "It'd be pretty easy, y'know. This is 


pretty heavy. 


| swear to fucking god," John yanked the brush out from his drummer's hand. "I will tie you up and lock you in 
the closet if you don't shut up." He was getting agitated, but they both knew it wouldn't last for long. John 
could never stay mad at the pretty brunette who so freely put up with his vanity. 


"Oohh, kinky!" Keith grinned. "But you wouldn't do it. I'd like it too much!" 
"Not if | stuck Fitz in there with you. He'd howl and complain until | let him out. You'd go deaf.” 
"Mmhh.. it'd be a small price to pay if it meant you'd get the rope out" 


"I swear to god." John repeated himself as he turned his attention back to the mirror yet again "Sometimes | 
don't know what to do with you, Moonie." The exasperated tone was exaggerated, and John didn't hide the small, 
amused smile that had crossed his lips. 


"Will you get the rope out for me later, John?" Keith trilled sweetly. "I promise I'll be good!" 


"Maybe once l'm done.. and only if you're really, really good," John said as he began to run the brush through 
his hair. 


Rather than continue to antagonize his better half, Keith settled himself on the side of the tub, content to 
watch as John went through his grooming ritual. It was a work of art, really. He found himself fascinated and 
wondered if he looked even half as attractive while he went through his own John was a work of art all on his 
own; anything and everything he did was beautiful to Keith, and he doubted he could ever compare. How and 
why John found him attractive was a mystery. 


Content that his better half was going to let him work, John turned his full attention to the task at hand. 
After his hair had been removed of all tangles, he picked up a hair tie from the cluttered counter top and 
quickly tied the long, dyed strands back. It was messy and nowhere near presentable, but it didn't have to be. 


Slender, delicate, and talented fingers ran through his beard There was considerable re-growth since the last 
time he'd trimmed and dyed it. Keith usually helped with the later. It gave the natural brunette a reason to 
touch him, and they both knew Keith would use any excuse he could to get his hands on the bassist. 


Back down to the counter top John's gaze went. It was just as messy as his desk, if not more so. At last he 
found the electric trimmer and for a moment John considered getting rid of his beard. The upkeep was such a 


hassle; trimming, dying, filling in the few sparse patches before going on stage.. it was all so time consuming 


and it was anoying, but he couldn't deny that he looked damn good with facial hair. Keith liked it too, so that 
was always a plus. It was just a shame that his beard wasn't as easy to keep as Pete's was. The lucky bastard. 


He didn't even have to try. 


When John finally plugged in the electric trimmer, Keith straightened up. Every time John seemed to have the 
same silent conversation with himself. He could practically hear his gorgeous bassist's thoughts, ‘Would it be 


worth it to get rid of it all? What would people think? Will | regret it? Hl take so long to grow back.’ 


In the end John always put the guard on, choosing instead to do maintenance, and not shave completely. 
Perhaps one day he would, and Keith would get to see if John had truly aged underneath all the face fluff. 
With it he easily looked past his age, but without he appeared so much younger. Even well into his twenties he 
still got carded for alcohol while clean shaven. 


Keith was fascinated with just how quickly John was able to get through it; he always meant to time how long 
John used the electric trimmer, but found himself absolutely entranced and unable to pull his eyes away. He 


was sure it was from years of going through the same routine, but he made it look so effortless. 


When he was finished with the trimmer John ran a comb through his beard to be sure he had rid himself of 
the stray hairs and achieved an even length. Keith wanted to comment, to say how wonderful he looked, but 
knew John wasn't done. He watched as the bassist took hold of the teakwood scented conditioner he used for 
his hair and worked it into the areas that he kept properly shaved. The idea of keeping the hair that grew 
down upon his neck and underneath his chin was both uncomfortable and unsightly to him. John chose to shave 


with hair conditioner both for the scent, but also how it rarely, if ever, left any nicks or irritation. It was a tip 


Keith had taken from him, and wondered why he hadn't thought of it before. 

John was a master at grooming for appearance rather than just hygiene, and Keith wished he had even a 
fraction of his talent. Out of all of his other half's tools, Keith was the most in awe with the straight razor. 
He would never touch it, nor would he let anyone use it on him, it looked too much like some sort of weapon. 
Once he had washed the conditioner and loose hair from his face, John gave himself another once-over in the 
mirror. He still needed a proper shower. His hair was an oily, greasy mess even after brushed, and he was 
sure he reeked of pot smoke. 

"You're gorgeous, Johnny," Keith purred from his perch. "So beautiful” 

"I know," John chuckled. "You tell me every time." 

"You never tire of hearing it, that's why." 


"You've got me there. | can't argue." John reached up to take his hair down, but Keith quickly protested. 


"No, leave it." 


"But l'm done for now," John turned to face his better half." | don't feel like dying it. Besides, I'll need to dye 
my hair soon anyway, and | can do both at the same time. Save on time and hassle. | also need a shower, l'm 


all gross." 


"That's not it, and | don't care." Keith got up from the side of the tub. "You look really good with your hair tied 
back like that. Like.. as in.. really, really good." 


John raised a brow, clearly not believing Keith's wild claim. "And just where dd fhis come from, Moonie?" 


‘I've always thought it," the younger musician admitted with a sweet, yet shy smile. "Just.. never really had 
the courage to say." Keith wrapped his arms around John's middle and nuzzled his face into his shoulder. Even 
through the pot stench and John's natural body odor, he could still smell the divine cologne his bassist loved so 
much. 


John was always so warm and so wonderfully thick in just the right areas, and Keith loved how he wasn't stick 
thin like Pete. He knew John had issues with his weight which was why he rarely ever allowed anyone to see 


him in a state of undress, but Keith didn't mind. He cherished the rare moments John would let him see. 


A hand slowly crept up under John's shirt, and Keith traced the soft trail of dark blonde hair that started just 
below his bassist's navel and would dip down into his pajama pants. He was consistently surprised at just how 
rice it felt, even John's pubic hair was soft. His own was rough, wiry, and uncomfortable. Even the hair that 


dusted his own chest was thick and rough. 

"Mmh... are you trying to tell me somethin?" John's voice was low, a quiet purr. He didn't consider himself a 
narcissist, but he couldn't deny there was something mildly arousing about watching Keith's hands tease him 
through the mirror. 

"Maybe.. what if | am, Oxy?" 

"| dunno, Moonie.. I'd probably say ‘yes:" 


"Would you?" Keith's voice held a hopeful upward inflection that he could never hide. 


"Mmhm. I'll always say yes to you. You're the only one who can work me over so well" John paused a moment, 


before a sly grin crossed his lips. "You're a magic man. Y'got the magic hands." 


Slowly Keith's hands worked their way down from John's stomach. One disappeared into his pajama pants to 
grope him through the thin material of his boxers, while the other gently dug its fingers into John's hip. Near 
instantly the bassist's cock began twitching to life, paired with a soft, pleased sigh. Keith's fingers gently traced 
over the concealed growing erection, gently gauging the sensitivity. In response John shuddered ever so slightly, 
eyes sliding closed. 


"No, Johnny," Keith purred. "Keep your eyes open. Watch me work" 


A soft flush crossed his features, but John did as was asked of him. His lust hazed gaze trained on his 
reflection, drifting down to settle upon his mirror selfs hips and Keith's concealed hand. A quiet gasp came 
from slightly parted lips as his other half's fingers found his tip and gently squeezed. 


Kisses were peppered along freshly shaven skin, Keith's lips trailing along the side of John's neck and up to his 
ear. "You're so beautiful, Johnny.. So gorgeous.. not just like this, but always." Fingers trailed over John's full 
erection before properly diving into his boxers. A quiet groan was Keith's reward, and John had to force 


himself not to close his eyes. 


"You have the most beautiful penis I've ever seen," Keith's praise continued, still just as sweet and soft. John 
had laughed the first time he'd heard such words. Never had he heard Keith use clinical terms, and the 
absurdity had him nearly unable to breathe. Keith looked genuinely upset, and it was then that John had 
realized he was serious. He wasn't trying to be funny, he truly thought John’s cock was beautiful. The concept 
was still so foreign to the older man, how such a body part could be beautiful was beyond him, but he would 


take the compliment regardless. 


"You know how much | dislike altered men," Keith purred as his fingers ran the length of John's erection. "| was 
so happy when | found you were intact" As if to prove his point, he glided his thumb along John's still 
protected tip. "Such a perfect curve.. you hit every pleasurable spot just perfectly when we're together.” John 
shuddered again, a quiet groan following as he arched into his other halfs hand. "You're so hard already." It 


was so rare that he spoke so sweetly, so romantically. 


"You know just how to work me over, Moonie," John gave a soft gasp as Keith ran a finger along the underside 


of his erection "You're an expert" 


"Mmh...| should be, given how long we've been together." Keith worked John's pajama pants and boxers down so 
that he could properly expose the bassist's erection "Look," he instructed, his hand moving down to cup John's 
balls. "Look how beautiful it is." A deep flush crossed John's features as his eyes locked upon his reflection's 


hardness. Rarely did he see it from Keith's perspective; it was strange, almost like seeing someone else's cock 


Keith gave his balls a soft squeeze, knowing damn well it would earn him a good reaction. "So very beautiful. 


The best I've ever had, too." 


"Please, Keith," John gasped softly, voice shaky from his heightened level of arousal. He would have had more 
composure, but the unusual situation and praise had him so much more responsive than normal. "Touch me, 


please." 


"All in due time, luv." For a moment Keith considered moving things to their bedroom, but ultimately decided to 
continue as they were. He wanted John to understand just how beautiful he truly was. Keith had been saying it 
for years, but he knew damn well that John didn't believe him. What better way to get through to his bassist, 
than to show him? Why Keith hadn't thought of it before now was beyond him. 


At long last his hand moved back up to his other half's protected erection, and closed his fingers around it. A 
gentle squeeze, and Keith was once again whispering softly, warm breath falling upon John's ear and sensitive 


neck. 


"Watch, Johnny." Slowly Keith's hand moved down, taking his time with exposing the tip of John's erection. The 
sensation of having it no longer covered left him gasping and arching up into the younger man's hand, 


desperate for more. 
"Easy, now," Keith whispered into John's ear as he watched his mirror self work. "We've got all night” 
"Keith," John panted softly in protest. "| need you. Please, don't make me wait anymore. Please, fuck me." 


It wasn't often that the drummer initiated, rarely did he show dominance, and rarely did he top. Keith had 
planned on stroking his bassist to orgasm, and once he had recovered, would have asked to be taken in the 
shower. But seeing just how needy John was, he realized now would be the perfect opportunity to make him 


truly see just how gorgeous he truly was. 
".are you sure?" Keith asked as his thumb slowly rubbed along his better halfs sensitive and swollen tip. 


"Yes, please," John groaned quietly, arching up into the warm, talented hand. When his cock once again pulsed 


and offered a drop of fresh precome, Keith brushed his thumb along the slit. 
"Alright, if you're sure." His voice held the same earlier upwards inflection, as if once again seeking consent. 


‘we never been more sure, Keith." John whimpered at the loss of contact as the hand that had been so 
deliciously manipulating him pulled away. His cock pulsed, and the sight alone had the bassist's desire spiking 
further. There was something incredibly erotic and sensual about watching his own cock react to visual and 
physical stimulation Never before had he understood the desire one might have to masturbate to their 
reflection, but here and now, he thought he finally understood While he had taken Keith in front of the very 
mirror he now stood before countless times, he had never been on the receiving end, nor did he ever think he 
would be. 


However, John had masturbated to the memory of Keith's reflection as he worshiped his slender body.. kissing 
his neck, leaving gentle love bites, tweaking his nipples and fingering him until at long last he came without even 


a single touch to his erection 


His thoughts were broken as Keith helped him out of his pajama pants and boxers fully. John could hear his 
other half speaking, but the lust infused fog invading his mind had him unable to process what it was. While he 
wanted to ask the drummer to repeat himself, he hadn't gotten the chance. 


Keith's hand patted John's hip. "I said bend over onto the counter and part your legs a bit more. It'll be easier 
for your first time standing up. Besides, there's a bit of a height difference between us." 


John was a bit disappointed he wouldn't be able to see his own cock while he came, but, he supposed that was 
what they had the ornate floor to ceiling mirror in their bedroom for. Once he had gotten comfortable, he 
could hear Keith messing with the bottle of waterproof lube they kept in the shower. 


A slicked finger lazily traced along John's entrance, yet never pushed in. "Keep watching us, you'll get what you 


want soon, | promise," Keith murmured. "Just stay relaxed, just like you always tell me." 


While it was far from John's first time submitting, Keith always treated him as if it were. He was an 
incredibly thorough, thoughttul, and selfless partner. John considered himself incredibly lucky to have found 
someone so caring, so devoted to his own pleasure. Sometimes he felt guilty, sometimes he felt as if he didn't 
return nearly enough to his better half.. but then Keith reminded him that no one else would spend /feral 


hours teasing him into an explosive orgasm, if they didn't truly love and care for him. 


"So, so beautiful.” Keith purred softly as he worked a finger in. Slowly a second finger slipped in, and a third 
eventually followed. Carefully he twisted, scissored, and rubbed against John's prostate as more praise followed. 
The bassist shuddered beneath him, panting softly and pushing back each time Keith would withdraw just a bit 


too much. 


"Keith," John panted, "| can't take anymore. Please.. please fuck me." He could feel his cock pulsing with his 
heartbeat, and he knew he had to be absolutely pouring precome. He was nearing over stimulation and 
frustration, which they both knew would be inevitable. John couldn't come from penetration alone. Every 
attempt ended with the bassist crying from both frustration and disappointment as arousal turned to pain, and 
the desperation to finish lead to desperation for the stimulation to stop. He knew the meaning of ‘aroused to 
the point of pain’ oh too well. 


"Are you sure, Johnny?" Keith asked, his fingers pressed against his prostate, rubbing in slow, tight circles. He 
could feel the pulsing of his other half's erection, and wished he could see it. 


"Ohh, please Keith. Please, | need it. / need you." John panted, shuddering as he considered pushing the younger 


man away. 


"Alright then," Keith placed one last trail of kisses along John's spine while ever so slowly withdrawing his 
fingers. He made sure to remain dressed, in order to leave ample time for his bassist to regain his bearings, 
should he come too close to over stimulation He took his time despite his own heightened level of arousal, 
ridding himself of his shirt, then his boxers which were soaked with his own precome. At that point he didn't 


even need lubricant, but made a point to use it anyway. He wouldn't risk causing John unnecessary pain 


"Are you ready?" Keith asked softly, trying to keep his voice steady, yet knowing it was all in vain. He was 
panting softly, and John could see from the mirror just how flushed with arousal and tense his better half 


was. 


"l'm always ready for you." He didn't hesitate, nor did he try to hide just how eager he felt. In any other 
situation John might have held himself back. 


Ever so slowly, gently did Keith push into his bassists warm, tight entrance. As he watched their mirror 
selves, he couldn't help but feel some sense of pride and accomplishment from the response he had received. 
John's eyes were half lidded, lips softly parted as he let out a long, deep groan. His hands gripped the counter 
top so hard his knuckles were white, and Keith wondered if they had locked up yet. He considered telling John 
to relax, but thought better of it. 


While he had not yet asked, Keith knew exactly what John needed. His hand snaked under his other half's bent 
form and took hold of the heavy, flushed erection A gentle squeeze and he was running his thumb along the 
sensitive head which had once more become protected. A quiet groan escaped him as in return John clenched 


from the unexpected attention 


"Watch us," Keith finally spoke once his lust foggy head had cleared enough for him to remember how to turn 


his own groans into words. "Watch, John" 


With some difficulty John managed to focus his gaze and watch as his reflection was slowly, passionately 
fucked by the mirror image of his other half. Never had he seen something more arousing. 


"More," John gasped softly, "more, please." Keith was only holding his cock and occasionally allowing his thumb 
to glide along his tip. Good god, it wasn't nearly enough! Keith must have noticed, as he gave John's glans a 
final, delicate squeeze before exposing it. In return he shuddered with arousal as his erection pulsed and 
twitched within the younger musician's grip. John was torn between pushing back on that gorgeous, thick cock 
buried deep within him, or thrust into the wonderfully warm, tight hand that had finally begun to give him 
what he so desperately needed. 


Keith normally would have teased the bassist, asking him to be specific, to tell him what he wanted, and how 
he wanted it, but he didn't dare. Not tonight. His hand continued to glide along John's erection, slowly stroking, 
his thumb gently brushing along the tip with every pass. He knew just how sensitive and delicate the pretty 
head was, and he intended to take full advantage of it. 


Despite his intention to keep a slow and easy pace, Keith couldn't help but give into John's sweet begging 
demands for more. As his pace increased and his thrusts became quicker, more forceful, Keith adjusted his 


hand to match. 


It was torture. Absolute fucking torture. John still wanted, no, needed more! He was so incredibly close, his cock 


pulsing with his heartbeat. 


He looked an absolute mess; face flushed, panting heavily, hair barely still pulled back.. Keith looked to be in the 


same damn position, and John could tell he was barely holding on. 


When he caught John focusing on their reflection, Keith couldn't believe how wonderful his better half looked. 
The picture perfect definition of pure unbridled, absolute pleasure. 


"I love you so much," Keith panted softly, nails digging into John's hip. "You look so good... so fucking good” 
John was the first to finish, the sweet praise and words of affection being the tipping point. 

"Come for me, Johnny. Give me everything you have." Keith's grip tightened and his hand glided over John's 
erection effortlessly. His own breath hitched as he felt John's orgasm before he heard it; a rhythmic pulsing 
from his inner walls which translated perfectly to his beautiful, warm cock. Keith couldn't help the low, deep, 
groan that was pulled from him and with one last sharp thrust, he followed suit in spades. 

When at long last they were both finished, a panting and sweaty flushed mess with the idea of a shower long 
lost, John found himself focusing on his better half through the reflective glass. His knees were weak, and it 


was a damned miracle he was still standing. ".now | understand why you like being fucked in front of a mirror." 


"Seeing you makes it all the better for me." Keith trailed another line of kisses up along John’s spine. "Y'know.. 
there's something else | can see in the mirror besides you," he murmured. 


"What's that?" John asked, curious gaze focused upon the reflection of his other half. 
"A lifetime with you." Keith drew in a long breath to try to calm his nerves. It had been on his mind for the 
longest time, but the time had never felt right. But now, here.. this felt right. "wil you marry me? | know it's 


kinda unorthodox, but then again when have | ever been normal?" 


The shock he saw wash over John's features made Keith's heart drop. It was a silly thing to ask. Of course 
John wouldn't-- 


"I thought you'd never ask" While he wanted to say more, John was still half gone. "I've been waiting forever." 
"Really? is that a yes, then?" And once more that hopefulness seeped into Keith's voice. 


"Just as | said earlier, Keith, I'll always say yes to you." 


